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" Ton are spread-eagled now and no mistake!"
Then I heard the tiger's tread And carefully levelled my trusty rifle With a joy I found it hard to stifle,
For the beast was as good as dead.
* He would trust to the charm and walk into the
trap,
And again I chuckled with glee, When the jaws of the corpse went opening wide, And a long tongue emerged from the cavern inside,
And pointed straight upwards at me.'
" I had listened so far to Finnigan's tale,
And bottled my temper tight; But this was too much lor human strength, And I felt that the time had come at length
To assert a manifest right.
** So up I jumped and cried, ' Captain Weaver,
You have made a parody vile On the tale I told.   You have hinted thereby That I, Captain Longbow, have told a lie,
And you dare to stand there and smile.
* Let me tell you, sir, no tale of mine
Of falsehood has ever a trace, But as for your yarn, it's a parcel of lies. You're a liar yourself, sir, damn your eyes IT
And I threw my glass in his face.